The Masked Butt

have their bare feet pierced by the sticks of toffee-apples. There are
bungalows from Flamborough to Land's End. Words written in
the air in smoke are but advertisement, and not prophecy. The
jewel case falls upon the allotment patch. Dancing marathons
continue for six weeks, though the bite of the tarantula is but
folklore and mocked upon by science. The rose is forced to bloom
too long and sheds her perfume. We have the children's hour and
then the news of war. Religion is dead; but the fanaticism of a
gesture and of a word comes in.

The whine of poverty loudens to a roar. Now it is bellowing
like a bull that paws the ground. Already, the gate is opened and
the bull has dashed into the arena. Rosinante, blindfolded, is led
towards it, and slumps down in blood. The picador probes the
bull's shoulder but escapes, himself, and gets another horse. He is
foreman, overseer, or userer, a bullthroat Judas who pulls at the
horse's head and walks it to the horns. The trumpets sound the
next phase. And, always, it is the bull who dies.

But the scene is to be preferred in an open field outside a town.
The bull has his head tied up in a sack. He is masked, or conven-
tionally blinded. He can only wander in a corner of the field, as
securely as though his brass ring was tied down to a stone. When
any persons come along the footpath, above the hedge, he hears
and smells them. His bellowing is muffled in the sack and he
turns round and stumbles, with his front feet tethered. He is a
monster in agony, blinded and hamstrung, his tendons severed by
the halfmoon, or media luna. That instrument is the Iberian
bident, a sharp steel crescent placed upon a pole, for houghing the
cowardly bulls that refuse to charge. We imagine him crippled in
this cruel way; but his blind brute force is only covered by a piece
of sacking. There is only that between the bull's horns and the
little children. The starving nag that only drags its bones about is
the sign or simulacrum of the poor. It should always be, in
imagery, a mare. The bull and the mare are male and female of the
tragedy. An old hag of a mare, half-starved, and worn down by
foaling. The bull that kills her, and gores another four or five to
death, is the brute force of ignorance, made to tire itself, and
weakening to run upon the steel. And the tragedy repeats itself,
time after time, to the blare of trumpets.

But we will walk towards the abattoir, the matadero. It is al-
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